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'Scott, she swung back at me, you read him, of

course I mean his works.'

Evading the question, I a.nwered, 'will you give

me a line on them'?

'Yes, but your query is too general, bring it down
to the definite and particular, said Miss Brown, who,

by the way, is from Boston.

'I'll bring it down all right and you, too, hm, this

is where I take you for a sail,' I muttered to myself,

losing all my chivalry. 'What about Ivanhoe?' I ven-

tured, glad that I corralled at least one of them.

'Very improbable—lacks color, does not justify its

purpose, appeals to the sensational,
—

' all this she gave

me in a breath, looking as if she expected disagreement.

I did not take her view but would not debate the ques-

tion, so she won, I refused to argue. Suddenly turning

the tables on me, she shot forth,

'What is your thought on the psychology of the

book? How do you estimate the complex of the hero?'

She had me again. I was staggered but with a poker

face asked her
' Which hero ?

' She looked aghast. ' Thought there

were four,' I innocently added.

'Never mind' she replied with that fade away air

that means you are throwing pearls before swine.

'Pardon, I didn't get you. Miss Brown, my beanery,

ahem, I mean my brain gets twisty once in a while.'

Just then, another name popped into the center of con-

sciousness,

'What about Kenilworth, Miss Brown? Wasn't

that the place where the royal hounds were quartered

in the old times, I thought that book Avas fairly good

dope, didn 't you ?

'

'Hardly; she responded, looking weary, ' I fear I

can't establish a proper thought transference, let us

—

'What about Scott's Emulsion,' I interrupted. She

gave me one cold and haughty glare, and said in icy

accents,

'My sister is waiting. Kindly escort me to her,

I thank you.' That was the end of Miss BrowTi. For-

give me. Dad, for the lapse of manners, I had to score

that touchdown. It won't happen again.

Just as I was returning to resume the bench I spied

my next door ship neighbor, little Miss Ford—Dan
Ford's sister, a bobbed haired flapper sort of a girl.

She was a counter-irritant and stimulated me for the

next two minutes, but I never could stand that clinging

adoring variety very long,—so I made excuse and took

myself off to my cabin where I knocked down five smokes

before I was sufficiently set up to start a train of moral-

izing.

Wliat kind of a guy am I? I was always daft

about our Sophomore Hops and Jmiior Proms, always

had a ripping time, to, but tonight—holy smokes and

lioly liorrors! Dad, I feel like swearing when I think

of it. A rap, the door opened and Father Forney ush-

ered himself in.
'

'Why, Mat, what's the trouble? I thought you

were having the time of your life, and here you are-
moping. I went to look you up, for I wanted to intro-

duce you to Hilda Dexter and her mother, both were

on the Promenade—but you had disappeared. Why
did you do the vanishing act, Mat? Aren't you feel-

ing well?' i :>:;,:' :;,.:;;,; .,,.,,.., :;

'Don't care to meet any more^girls, I'm finished.'

'What happened?' kindly asked my Reverend

friend. I told him everything, adding as a finale, 'those

girls are not my style.'

'Boy, you're right,' said Father Forney. 'But the

dissatisfaction you feel is only a lack of adjustment

to present environment.'

'That's it. Father. That's the whole thing; the

setting was 0. K.—there was the proper background

and all that sort of thing,—music and moonlight, the

splashing waves and the pretty girls,—the music was

dreamy one moment and jazzy the next, the moonlight

was alluring, the waves appealing, but something was

jarring, and that discord was the GrIRLS.'

'Yes,' quickly replied Father Forney, 'but remem-

ber the poet says that,

—

"All discord is harmony not understood."

'You don't understand their world, boy, and it would

be well if you never understood it, but here and now
the experience was just a little trying to the Ego,—^you

were not estimated at your true value and it hurt.'

' I don 't quite agree with you. Father, I never

was a sensitive plant.

'

'No, and you're not one now. You are just learn-

ing. You were always among your own class and kind

:

always had something to lean upon, now you have cut

loose from your sofe -moorings for the first time, and

you stand alone. You meet unfamiliar things and you

must form your own judgment of their fitness or un-

fitness. These jarring sensations betoken the beginning

of the critical attitude, and the critical attitude rightly

applied, will teach you correct evaluations. But don't

get narrow. Mat. Try to see both sides of the ques-

tion, for there are always two sides; try to see the

best and the good in all, but never yield a principle.'

'I wouldn't be Dad's son if I did.'

'Come on, INfat, and change your attitude a little

or let Hilda Dexter do it for you. She is going to the

Sacred Heart at Roeharapton to finish her education,

you'll be near neighbors. Hilda has just turned seven-

teen,—two years your junior. I have known her from

her babyhood so can recommend here as your style.'

Dad, I just had to yield to my compelling guide

and no pangs of regret have come my way. Hilda is

a dear,—sweet, modest, very pretty and very sensible.

She's not a mope nor a slow-go but a real live, jolly,

honest-to-goodness girl, and cever, too. I think I'll

grow to like her.


